Bayard rode on, trailing his pungent smoke* From
somewhere a ticked setter came up and fell In at the
mare?s heels.

Elnore stood barelegged on the kitchen floor and
soused her mop into the pail and thumped it on the
floor again*

Sinner riz turn de moaner*$ bench,

Sinner jump to de penance bench;

When de preacher ax 9im whut de reason wfay^

Say^ "Preacher got de women jesf de same ez I.w

Oh9 Lawd? oh, Lawd !
Dat^s whut de matter wid de churcli today*

Simon^s destination was a huge brick house set well
up to the street* The lot had been the site of a fine old
colonial house which stood among magnolias and oaks
and flowering shrubs* But the house had burned^ and
some of the trees had been felled to make room for an
architectural garbling so imposingly terrific as to pos-
sess a kind of majesty. It was a monument to the
frugality (and the mausoleum of the social aspirations
of his women) of a hill-man who had moved in from a
small settlement called Frenchman's Bend and who?
as Miss 'Jenny Du Pre put it, had built the handsomest
house in Frenchman's Bend on the most beautiful lot
in Jefferson, The hill-man had stuck it out for two
years** during which his women-folk sat on the veranda
all morning in lace-trimmed "boudoir caps95 and spent
the afternoons in colored silks riding about town in a
rubber-tired surrey; then the hill-man sold his house
to a newcomer to the town and took his women back
to the country and doubtless set them to work again.
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